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is convinced that life dealt him a 
cards, so he's prepared to throw a few curveballs 
but he's on the brink of insanity only making his 
dangerous. Loss, betrayal, rape, abuse, was there 
hadn't been subjected to? Will anyone ever be able 


rigged hand of 
right back at it, 
schemes even more 
anything that he 
to mend his 


shattered heart and pull him out of the abyss of madness? 


1. The Madness Begins 
_**Chapter 1: The Madness Begins**_ 

**A/N: This fic is Cielois, and I'm still fairly new to the art of 
fanfiction so my apologies if this turns out too OOC . I hope you 
enjoy ! * * 

* *-The~Candy~Craving~Demon* * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Cerulean. Bright blue like a crisp azure sky. A large winged 
butterfly fluttered gracefully throughout the barren lavender room, 
hovering just above the clear ceramic vase filled with freshly cut 
bluebells. Alois Trancy sat silently in the corner, watching it shift 
from flower to flower. He saw the thin clear strings that formed an 
intricate lace-like spiderweb tucked and hidden away in the corner 
opposite of him. The winged creature grew close, oh so dangerously 
close, until it too, became ensnared in the spider's web, just as he 
had. Alois slowly got up and watched the butterfly wriggle and flap 
it's wings, desperately trying to escape the web, but succeeded to no 
avail. A wicked grin spread across the boy's face, this was an 
opportunity, and Alois wasn't going to waste it. He gingerly pinched 
his fingers around the wings of the butterfly, pulling it free from 
the cobwebs. The insect still continued to wriggle and spasm while 
being held in between his fingers. <p> 



"I was kind enough to save you, and you repay me by trying to fly 
away?" The blonde asked rhetorically. A smug grin spread across his 
face, he'd had an idea. He tightened his grip on the butterfly's thin 
fragile wings, further coating his fingertips with the smudged blue 
powder-like substance, he continued to put pressure on the wings 
until one of them started to tatter and tear, eventually breaking off 
of the insect's abdomen, sending small pieces of it fluttering to the 
floor. "I won't let you, looks you won't be going anywhere now!" 

Alois taunted with a giggle. "Now you're like me. We're 
perfect . " 

Suddenly there was a gentle hollow knock at the door, and a tall man 
wearing a tailored uniform emerged, his dark jet black hair messily 
combed behind his ears. "Your Highness, you have guests here to join 
you for your afternoon tea. They are of high class, therefore your 
current attire may not be suitable for this occasion. Shall I dress 
you? " 

Alois heaved a dramatic sigh and placed the remainder of the 
squirming insect on one of the bluebell petals. "But Claude~ I don't 
want to. Besides they are in the Trancy manor, I'm the earl so I'll 
wear what I want." Alois stated, crossing his arms and pouting. "I'm 
not ashamed. What is there to hide? I mean have you seen my ass? It's 
cute as hell." The blonde added starting to spin in a circle 
gleefully, causing the sleeve of his robe to slump down on his 
shoulder, revealing half of his barren chest. He then began to pull 
on the black ribbon tied around his waist, the only thing holding the 
crimson robe around his otherwise naked body. Once the bow was undone 
the scarlet robe fell to the floor at the blonde's feet. "Alright 
Claude- Let's go! I'd hate to keep our guests waiting for much 
longer!" Alois sang, starting to skip towards the door. 

A fine line was pulled across Claude's lips. Considering who the 
guests were he had a gut feeling they would blame his master's 
indecency on him, the butler. There was no way the noble's butler 
would ever let him live it down. Claude readjusted his spectacles and 
cleared his throat. "But highness, if you allow me to dress you in a 
fine tailored suit. I'll make you a sweet later." 

Alois narrowed his eyes. "I can already make you do that." Alois 
scoffed. "You are my butler, and I am your master, due to the 
contract that binds us." Alois said, sticking his tongue out, 
revealing the glowing pentagram imprinted on it. "I'll wear what _I_ 
want, when _I_ want to wear it." 

Claude sighed in defeat, "Yes, your Highness." The blonde then 
upturned his head haughtily, as he strutted out of the bedroom stark 
naked, a triumphant smirk on his face. 

Alois then made his way to the garden, where his guests were already 
seated and waiting, their backs turned to him, that is until he'd 
pulled open the door with it's golden handle. Alois instantly 
recognized who it was by his trademark ebony eyepatch, and his hell 
of a butler with enticing crimson eyes. Ciel and Sebastian. Alois 
couldn't help but glance back down at the scar that stretched across 
his chest. The last time they had met, they'd engaged in a duel, but 
by another one of life's dealt cards, the tables flipped and somehow 
Alois had been stabbed instead of Ciel. 


"Trancy! Have you no decency! Put some clothes on!" Ciel exclaimed 



with a light blush coating his face as he threw up his gloved hand, 
shielding his view from the naked boy. "Nobody wants to see 
_that_! " 

"What? Are you embarrassed?" The blonde said mockingly, putting a 
hand on his waist, thrusting his hip out. Ciel let out a groan and 
turned his head the other direction, trying to ignore the blonde 
entirely. A bored disappointed look covered the blonde's face, a 
strong dissatisfied frown pulling at his lips. "Ah you're no fun. No 
wonder you're still a virgin." Alois scoffed, clearly disappointed 
with the lack of attention he was getting. 

"Your Highness, may I speak with you?" Claude asked, standing inside 
the manor motioning the shameless blonde inside. 

"Ugh. What is it now Claude? I already told you that I'm not-" 

"I'll be going to run a few errands outside of London for a few days. 
I've arranged for you stay at the Phantomhive manor for the meantime, 
and you'll be expected to attend a private elite academy 
approximately tomorrow, for you will be sharing classes with Ciel, as 
well a dorm." Claude informed, holding up the silky Crimson robe for 
the blonde to slip into. 

A wave of shock and fear ran over Alois, he felt his lower lip begin 
to quiver, his hands trembling. Alois reluctantly slipped into the 
robe, allowing his butler to tie the string around his waist. Once 
the bow had been tied, Alois instantly grabbed Claude's sleeve before 
he could turn to leave. "Please Claude," Alois started, his voice 
staggering, tears starting to form in his eyes. "Don't leave me 
alone. Stay with me Claude!" Alois begged, his voice rich in plea. "I 
need you ! " 

"I must be going now." The sleek demon said, jerking his sleeve away 
from the boy's grasp. "If you truly need me, my contact information 
is entered into your cellphone. However, Sebastian should be able to 
satisfy you until I return." The demon then turned his back to the 
blonde starting to walk stiffly down the hallway to the entrance, car 
keys in hand. 

Alois stood speechless, his mouth hung open. "Wa- Wait!" Alois called 
out to Claude reaching his arm out with his fingers extended reaching 
for the butler. "Pro- Promise me you'll come back. Promise!" He 
sputtered almost incoherently. "You can't betray me again! I... I need 

you ..." 

Claude froze in his tracks, stunned at his young master's words. 
_Again_, Claude thought. _To stoop as low as favoring your own 
murderer_, Claude thought silently, was idiotic and naive. _The 
master truly is pathetic_. His master was supposed to be dead, and he 
was the attempted murderer. Had it not been for his hesitation and 
carelessness, and if not for Hannah, Alois Trancy would cease to 
exist. He remembered that night, holding the young boy's face in his 
hands, wiping the tears from the boy's eyes. Then attempting to bash 
the blonde's head in with his hands. Before Claude could deal the 
death blow, Hannah had thrown herself between the two, causing Claude 
to bring his fist down onto her abdomen, rupturing the aorta artery 
in her body. 


With the blonde's emotions running in overdrive constantly after the 



incident, Claude had only hated the taste of Alois' soul even more, 
the 'spices' no longer blending together in a sinfully harmonious 
delectable way. It had become distasteful, and that burning passion 
of hatred and madness that once kindled the boy's soul, had run long 
stale, dissipating into mush. His unwavering love for his butler 
tainting the taste, becoming a sweet and ominous one, and not even a 
drop of innocence left, or unwavering purity towards his goal. 

"Yes, your highness." Claude said bowing before turning to leave, but 
he scoffed to himself, _As if. I'm done with this 
brat ._ 

Reluctantly, Alois returned to the garden with his guests, seating 
himself at the other end of the table, staring mindlessly at the dark 
cumulonimbus clouds starting to congregate. Suddenly Sebastian 
cleared his throat to get the blonde's attention, "Lord Trancy we 
should get going now, Claude has already packed all of your bags and 
clothing needed. It will rain soon, it would be of the best interest 
of you and the master to avoid sickness." 

Alois sighed melodramatically as he stood up and trudged behind Ciel. 
Both him and the slate haired boy climbing into the back of a black 
Cadillac . 

For the most part, the ride was silent, only occasional cracks of 
thunder. Eventually they finally reached the Phantomhive manor, by 
that point the sky had been completely swallowed up by the ominous 
clouds, flashes of lightning rapidly dancing across they clouds as if 
they were a bridge. The cracks of thunder grew louder and deeper, 
becoming more of a thunderous roar. Every time it thundered Alois 
couldn't help but flinch and shudder a little. Being near Claude made 
him feel safe, a sense of closure and protection. However no matter 
how much Alois wanted curl up and shudder in fear, he couldn't. He 
vowed to himself that he wouldn't expose his weaknesses to anyone, 
especially not Ciel. 

Sebastian got out the car and held the door open for the two young 
earls, afterwards going to the trunk and carrying all of the blonde's 
suitcases inside, every single one of them having a silky purple 
ribbon tied around the handle. 

"Young master, could you show Lord Trancy to the guest bedroom? I 
will begin to prepare dinner." 

Ciel nodded, and looked over his shoulder at the blonde. "How's that 
wound been holding up Trancy?" Ciel said chuckling, as he made his 
way up the stairs to the guest bedroom with the blonde in tow. 

Alois couldn't help but grin and break into a giggle. "It still burns 
like hell but every time I look at it, I think of us. Me pinned on 
top of you like..." the blonde trailed off, but Ciel couldn't help 
but finish the sentence mentally, causing him to blush a little. "But 
you surprised me Ciel Phantomhive, the way you turned the tables on 
me. I wasn't expecting the duel to turn in your favor. Hell honestly 
I even expected to die right there on the spot, and the way Claude 
looked at you-" Alois cut himself off, feeling a wave of jealously 
start to wash over him. _Why had Claude looked at Ciel that way? Why 
had he ignored me while I layed crying and writhing in agony? Ciel 
had gotten the fiery eyed butler's attention in a fraction of a 
second, and he didn't even have the power of 01A©!_, the blonde 



thought furiously. Alois clenched his fists, his nails digging deep 
into his palms. More than anything, Alois wanted to wrap his 
calloused and bruised hands around Ciel ' s slender neck, eliminating 
his competition, yet despite the almost overcoming urge, he didn't, 
he suppressed it. 

Suddenly Ciel came to a stop in front of a large oak door. Lost in 
his thoughts, not paying attention to the slate haired boy in front 
of him, Alois ran straight into the bluenette sending both of them 
tumbling onto the floor. 

"Ow..." Ciel muttered through clenched teeth rubbing his knee, now 
covered with red scuff marks from carpet burn. "What the hell 
Trancy? ! " 

"I tripped." Alois said flatly, picking himself back up. 

Ciel scowled and glared daggers at the icy eyed boy, also pulling 
himself up, brushing his clothes off as he stood. "Well this is where 
you'll be staying. If you need anything just call for Sebastian." The 
slate haired boy said slowly, his eyes still narrowed. He then 
continued down the hallway off to his own room. 

Alois entered the room closing the door behind him, slowly sliding 
down it afterwards, pulling his legs in close to him, burying his 
head into his knees. Though the room were extremely dark, he could 
make out the outline of a bed and a small nightstand perched next to 
it. The only lighting were the occasional flashes of lightning from 
outside and the small sliver of light seeping under the door from the 
hallway. He wanted to sit there and cry, just let all of his emotions 
out. Claude had convinced him to play shooting games to release anger 
and stress instead of taking it out on other people and to listen to 
sad songs if he felt down. However, he was positive the manor didn't 
contain a gaming console what-so-ever and the only television in the 
house was in the dining room. The Phantomhive manor was very 
traditional, and was lacking in many modern electronics, extremely 
boring to Alois' dismay. Although, he refrained from letting his 
emotions overtake him, since his eyes would become puffy and red, and 
the last thing he wanted was for Ciel to take notice and point it out 
mockingly . 

Alois then brought himself to his feet and rummaged through the 
clothing in his dresser, pulling out his normal attire, dressing 
himself. He then opened the bedroom door, stepping out into the 
hallway. The lights seemed to flicker every few seconds, but Alois 
hoped desperately that the lightbulbs were just faulty, as he were 
deathly afraid of the dark. However, the constant pounding of heavy 
raindrops against the roof tiling, the howling wind, and the roaring 
thunder and the jagged sparks of light suggested otherwise, putting 
Alois at even more unease. 

As he continued through the hallway to the staircase, suddenly the 
power went out. From down below a loud crash could be heard followed 
by Mey-rin's panicked shouts, along with Sebastian cursing under his 
breath. Alois' heart sunk into his stomach the minute the last ray of 
light had disappeared. He immediately sunk to the floor curling up, a 
loud yelp escaping his lips. Suddenly Alois felt like he couldn't 
breath, making his pulse quicken and his breathing rate to rapidly 
accelerate . 



Ciel ' s bedroom door creaked open, the bluenette stepping out into the 
hallway. "Sebastian, bring me a candle at once. With the lack of 
lighting it will be nearly impossible for me to get all of my 
paperwork done, and I'm already behind schedule." Ciel called, slowly 
walking to the end of the hall to the staircase until he came upon 
Trancy's small huddled shuddering figure on the floor. "Trancy, what 
are you doing? The floor is a place for trash and rats, incompetent 
things. Then again you are a spider, maybe that is where you belong, 
where arachnids will get squashed beneath other's feet." Ciel teased. 
His ears pricked up when he heard a quiet muffled sob escape from the 
blonde. When a flash of lightning lit up the room, the bluenette 
noticed the shimmer of tears that stained the fair-skinned boy's 
face. Ciel wasn't sure why but suddenly a pang of concern filled him. 
_Why am I concerned about this royal pain in the ass?_ Ciel 
questioned himself. _We ' re rivals, opponents, nothing more. I don't 
care about this idiot, it's just hospitality. I'm just being a good 
host_, Ciel reassured himself. 

The bluenette then hesitantly crouched down next to the blonde. 
"Trancy?" Suddenly there was another large crack of thunder, causing 
the blonde to shudder violently. Suddenly Ciel found the blonde 
clinging to him tightly. "Trancy what the hell?! Get off!" Ciel said 
annoyed, trying to pry the blonde's fingers off his arms. 

"Shut up." Alois muttered, pulling himself closer to the slate haired 
boy. Every time it thundered Ciel could feel the other boy shudder, 
shaking in fear. He felt the warm tears drip onto the sleeve of his 
shirt. He heard the quiet yelps and sobs escape from his 
rival . 

"Trancy ... are you scared of thunder?" 

Alois nodded slowly looking up at the bluenette. "I know it's silly 
but I- Ah!" the blonde jumped as he was interrupted by another clash 
of thunder, his fingers wrapping tighter against the slate haired 
boy's arm. 

Ciel almost pitied Alois, being scared of a such a trivial thing. 
Although he almost found it adorable, the way the blonde would grip 
his arm or how he'd start tearing up. A bright amber glow then 
faintly began to illuminate the halls. Ciel looked up to find 
Sebastian towering over him and the blonde, with a candle in 
hand . 

"Well young master I see you and Sir Trancy are getting along well. I 
figured you'd be at each other's throats, but I suppose this is a 
nice alternative." Sebastian said with a devious smirk and a faint 
dusting of blush on his face. 

"Sebastian it's not like that!" Ciel quickly stated, the blood 
rushing to his cheeks. Sebastian chuckled lightheartedly , watching 
his master stumble flustered and embarrassed trying to pry the fair 
haired boy off of him. Realizing the blonde wasn't going to move 
anytime soon, Ciel let out a sigh of defeat. "Sebastian," Ciel said 
firmly looking up at the scarlet eyed demon. 

"Yes young master?" 

"Will dinner be prepared anytime soon?" 



"No. The meat is still raw on the inside, therefore it will take a 
while for me to cook it thoroughly." 

The slate haired boy let out an over-dramatic sigh, rolling his eyes. 
"Come on Trancy, get your ass over to my office if you're not going 
to let go of me, and Sebastian, leave the candle please." 

Alois sat in a swivel chair to the right of the slate haired boy, 
rocking his chair back and forth. He watched as the other sat 
scribbling away furiously with a black ink pen across several 
documents. That was the opposite of what he done, Alois always had 
Claude do all the paperwork. He honestly didn't care much for 
documents or land grants, because everyone was after the same thing; 
Money. Alois turned his gaze to the bluenette studying his 
concentrated facial features. He wondered, had they not been tainted 
by demons would the two of them become friends? Relatively speaking, 
even though they were rivals, they actually shared a lot in common. 
They both had traumatic pasts losing their family members, both young 
earls, and only a year difference between their ages. 

"Trancy why are you staring at me." The slate haired boy said coldly, 
without looking up from his paperwork. 

Alois sat up straight in embarrassment, unaware that Ciel had known 
he had been staring. "I- I was . . . I was thinking about how much you 
looked like a spoiled rich brat." The blonde stuttered, quickly 
regaining his composure. 

Ciel scowled and pursed his lips. "Likewise." 

Alois then got up from his chair and pushed it in, starting to walk 
towards the door, carrying one of the many candles that had filled 
the room. Ciel looked up from his work, to notice the blonde. "Hey 
where are you going?" The slate haired boy asked watching the 
blonde's plum coat swish behind him as he walked. 

"The bathroom." Alois replied glancing back over his shoulder. "Why? 
do you enjoy my company?" He asked with his eyebrows raised. "Or did 
you want to come with me stalker?" 

"No of course not." Ciel replied sternly. "I just thought that since 
you're scared of such trivial things that since it's still storming 
outside you might piss yourself." Ciel stated smirking, mocking the 
blonde . 

The muscles in Alois' back tensed. _The nerve of that little prat_, 
Alois thought furiously, gritting his teeth. "If you'd of been 
subjected to rape and abuse, I'm sure you'd be the same. But you 
wouldn't know anything about that, would you _virgin_?" 

Alois then took his leave, slamming the door behind him with a bang 
for effect. As he continued down the hall to the bathroom, he slipped 
his hand into his coat pocket, feeling around for the familiar 
cylindrical container. As expected it was there just like always, 
Claude never let him leave the house without it. Antidepressants, 
lithium to be more exact. Alois closed the door to the bathroom 
behind him, placing the candle on the sink countertop. He stared at 
his own reflection in the mirror, looking into his icy blue eyes. He 
thought back to when the old man had beat him because of his filthy 
eyes that reminded the old man of rainwater. _Did Ciel find his eyes 



disgusting too?_ He wondered. He sighed and shrugged the matter off, 
making silly faces in the mirror to help ease his mind. 

After he'd relaxed, he decided to pull the prescription bottle out of 
his pocket, unscrewing the cap. He dumped a handful of capsules into 
his palm, placing all of them back in the container but one. He then 
grabbed one of the clear plastic disposable cups hanging on a rack 
off to the side, placing it under the faucet and filling it with 
water. Unwillingly, he then downed the water and swallowed the pill, 
sticking his tongue out and grimacing afterwards. He hated the way 
they tasted, grainy and disgusting, like all medications. 

He then slowly lifted up his shirt and the undershirt, rubbing his 
fingers against the stitches that kept his stab wound intact, 
preventing it from popping open. He winced at the feeling of pain 
that still lingered, even though it had already been a month or so 
since the wound was initially inflicted. He should've been infuriated 
with del, having a craving for revenge and a lust for blood. But he 
didn't. He didn't particularly have any hatred towards Ciel, unless 
it came to the matter of Claude. Claude was his everything, his whole 
world revolving around the demon. He wouldn't be able to live with 
himself if Ciel managed to snag the only person he still cared about. 
Then again being bipolar probably had a lot to do with it. Before 
exiting, Alois took his hand and brushed the bangs out of his face, 
running a hand through his hair, sighing deeply before he stepped 
back into the hallway. 

As Alois entered Ciel ' s study, he tried to close the door behind him 
as quietly as possible, but Ciel had still heard him come in anyway. 
"Sure took you a long time." Ciel said stretching his arms outward in 
front of him like a cat. "I've already finished all of my paperwork. 
That's how slow you are." 

Alois plopped back down in the swivel chair, pulling out his phone, 
ignoring the bluenette. He thumbed through his contacts until he 
found Claude, which didn't take long considering he only had five 
contacts; Claude, Hannah, Canterbury, Thompson, and Timber, All of 
them his servants. "Damn I really need to make some friends..." Alois 
muttered under his breath, looking at his pitiful friend's list. He 
then tapped on Claude's contact information, the message and the call 
button extremely tempting, almost promoting the blonde to press one. 
However he contemplated whether to follow through. He wanted to talk 
to Claude, but Claude didn't want to seem to have anything to do with 
him. The blonde may have been ignorant and stubborn, but he wasn't as 
oblivious and stupid as Claude pegged him to be. Alois didn't want to 
admit it, but he knew damn well why the butler suddenly had 'errands' 
to run just out of nowhere. They weren't errands what-so-ever . His 
butler was ashamed of him, and he knew it, the demon was trying to 
disown him. The blonde had noticed about two weeks ago, it first 
started with a tight clenched feeling in his chest, slowly growing 
into sharp pangs of abdominal pain. Then he noticed that his contract 
had slowly started to fade little by little everyday. Claude had 
slowly been chipping away at their contract day by day. 

Alois thought back to the cerulean butterfly from earlier, thinking 
about how it had struggled and ensnared itself in a web. He was doing 
the same thing, twisting and turning, only getting himself trapped 
and pulled deeper into the spider's trap. "Hoheo Taralna, Rondero 
Tarel." Alois muttered to himself in disdain as he shut his phone 
off, sliding it back into his pocket. 



The blonde then turned towards Ciel with a serious look on his face. 
Ciel sat there staring at blonde for a few seconds not sure what he 
was supposed to expect. "Ciel," Alois started slowly, "Do you know 
what it feels like to be back-stabbed and betrayed?" 

The slate haired boy stared at his rival in confusion. How was that 
relevant at all? "No... not really." Ciel furrowed his eyebrows. "What 
does that have to do with anything?" 

"Ya know just life. Don't worry about it." Alois said in a singsong 
way, but thought to himself, _0f course he hasn't, he grew up loved 
and Sebastian actually cares about him, unlike Claude_. Alois then 
got up and once again grabbed a candle, heading off to his bedroom, 
not bothering to say anything else to Ciel. 

The thunder had seemed to subside to some extent, making Alois feel a 
little more at ease as he continued. Alois winced as he felt pressure 
being applied to his wrist, that was already coated in tender purple 
splotches of bruises. He glanced over his shoulder, noticing the 
slate haired boy's hand wrapped tightly around his wrist. 

"Phantomhive what ' re you-" the blonde started but was quickly cut 
of f . 

"Trancy is something wrong? You don't seem like yourself. We may 
still be acquaintances , but I know you well enough that I know 
something's wrong." Ciel said watching the blonde's playful 
expression quickly drop. 

"It's nothing I'm fine." Alois said jerking his hand away from Ciel, 
rubbing the tender bruise on his wrist gingerly. "I'm just stressed 
and caught up in my own thoughts. Since when were you concerned about 
my wellbeing anyway?" 

Ciel could hardly hide the blush that now covered his cheeks. "It's 
just courtesy, I'm merely being a good host. Unlike you and your 
parties, I actually care about my guests, and I'm not gonna try 
devise an elaborate event to _kill_ them." 

Alois laughed at the bluenette ' s remark. "Heh, the stab wound on my 
chest seems to suggest otherwise." 

"But I wasn't the host now was I? I was the _guest_. " Alois hated the 
way guest rang off of Ciel ' s lips, the word dripped in venom. 

Alois gritted his teeth clenching his fist, feeling his lower lip 
start to quiver. "It's not fair! Why are you so damn perfect?! Why is 
your life so fucking perfect?! It ' s . . . it ' s not fair." Alois said, 
hearing his words fumble out of his mouth in rage but diminishing 
into a whimper. "All I want is for someone to actually care about my 
existence, and like me for who I am, not for lust, not as some 
delicacy, not for my wealth, but as a person. But you already have 
that, you have Sebastian, so I don't expect you to understand." 

Ciel was stunned by the blonde's words, they honestly stung him a 
little deep down. Ciel knew sometime something had changed, the 
emotionally unstable blonde in front of him, wasn't the same devious 
giggly blonde he'd met at the party. "But- But Trancy, you have 
Claude and Hannah don't you?" 



Alois scoffed, "Neither of them care about me. Hannah's only there 
because of the overbearing guilt she has over my late brother. 
Claude's only interested in my soul, hell not even that anymore! He 
wants yours that's why he abandon-" Alois stopped himself 
mid-sentence realizing he was admitting more to Ciel than he had ever 
intended. He shook his head, clenching and unclenching his fists, his 
fingernails digging firmly into his palms, starting to draw blood. He 
could feel his anger and sadness starting to peak, each starting to 
trample overtop of one another trying to claw their way to the top. 
He'd already taken his daily lithium dosage, but the capsule he'd 
taken earlier didn't feel like it had done anything to stabilize his 
mood and repress his bipolar mania. He knew that if he didn't do 
something quick to take out his frustration on, he would end up 
strangling Ciel or something worse. 

Out of rage and frustration, Alois shoved his hand in his coat pocket 
and wrapped his fingers around the cylindrical container. He then 
aggressively ripped it out of his pocket, rearing his arm back and 
throwing it as far as he could down the hallway with as much force as 
he could. Out of nowhere, Sebastian appeared, catching the container 
one handed. 

"Lord Trancy, you weren't attempting to bring harm to my master were 
you?" Sebastian said creeping up behind Alois, his Crimson eyes 
glowing like a feral rabid wolf's, with cutlery in one hand, the 
container in the other. 

Alois sighed over dramatically and snatched the prescription bottle 
from the butler's hand, shoving it back into his pocket. He then 
stormed out of the hallway into his bedroom, into the darkness, 
locking the door behind him. He hated the darkness, but at that 
moment he didn't care. Alois slid under the covers of the bed, 
curling up and pulling the sheets over his head. His heart was 
pounding and he could hear the blood roaring in his ears. He wanted 
it to end. The frustration, the hatred, the sorrow, the loneliness, 
everything. He was tired of always trying to be positive and giddy 
about everything. 

His stomach growled and rumbled from hunger, but he ignored it. He 
wasn't going to have any further interaction with Ciel Phantomhive 
for the remainder of the evening, regardless of the circumstances . 
He'd already dug himself in a deep hole, he had no intention to make 
it steeper. 

Alois pulled the sheets down to his shoulders and rolled onto his 
side gazing out the window. The thunderstorm was still going strong, 
with rapid cracks and crashes of thunder and lightning with the 
howling wind sending the tree branch in front of his window rapidly 
bobbing back and forth, occasionally scraping against the window. 
Alois chuckled to himself, a devious smirk plastered across his face. 
"Life you may be a bitch and you may not want to play a fair hand of 
cards, but get ready I'm a joker, and I have a few wild cards up my 
sleeve. Prepare to lose at your own game." He said starting to burst 
into maniacal laughter, the contemptuous grin on his face only 
growing wider in anticipation of his next move. 
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><pXstrong>AN : So what ' d you think? Please review, any feedback is 
always appreciated.** 



* * _ 


The~Candy~Craving~Demon* * 


2 . Wild Card 

**_Chaper 2: Wild Card_** 

**A/N: I forgot to mention this in the previous chapter, but this 
hopefully WILL be a multi-chapter fanfic, so unless something comes 
up, I do intend to carry out this story for a pretty good while. This 
is a longer chapter than the previous one, and I did update this 
fairly quickly, however do not expect frequent updates every few days 
because it usually takes me a while to write chapters and I was 
already half-way through writing this one when I finally convinced 
myself to post the first one. Now about the story, what's below in 
italics is NOT Alois' actual backstory (It'll make more sense when 
you read it) , I'm keeping the backstory relatively the same as what 
was in the anime, what's below is more a less just a nightmare that's 
meshing all of his bad memories together. Lastly, in this chapter 
del and Alois attend school, I'm going to make them a couple years 
older than they were in season 2, so they're freshman in high school 
(Just FYI). Anyways, Enjoy!** 

**_Tnigger Warnings_- Rape (Talking about Alois' past, no smut, 
nothing intimate or in-depth) , Violence and a little gore** 

**- The~Candy~Craving~Demon* * 
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><pXem>"Get on your knees you worthless bags of filth and bow to 
me!" Screamed a fat man man with squinted eyes, black spots of skin 
cancer dabbing his face. He threw his champagne glass onto the floor 
sending wine and shards of glass all over the carpet. "All of you are 
worthless! Where are my platinum dolls?!" He screamed agitatedly, 
turning towards one of his butlers, the burning cigar nearly falling 
out of his mouth. <em> 

_"Um. . .my lord several of them..." The butler paused uneasily, 
swallowing hard. "Several of them have collapsed from 
infection . 

_"Another one of my dolls has broken? ! " The head of the Trancy 
household yelled furiously, his pupils dilating and his nostrils 
f faring ._ 

_The butler bowed his head, his gaze falling downcast. "Unfortunately 
my lord. However I've prepared Luka Macken for you today. 

_"Luka? ! That filthy brat?! Is this some kind of joke? Is he all you 
have to offer me ! "_ 

_Suddenly the crimson doors creaked open, a small boy with red-orange 
sunset hair cowering behind them. His dark storm gray eyes flickering 
with fear and anxiety. _ 

_"This midget is all you have to offer me?! What could have possibly 
possessed you to think this little brat could fulfill my needs?!" The 
head of the Trancy household yelled throwing his hands up, only 



making Luka tremble even more in fear. He was scared, and he wanted 
his brother to protect him. "To hell with it! Come here boy!" The man 
beckoned ._ 

_Luka slowly stepped forward towards the large man sitting in a 
bathtub, anxiety and adrenaline starting to kick into his 
bloodstream ._ 

_"STOP! DON'T YOU DARE TOUCH MY BROTHER!" A blonde screamed coming 
from behind the crimson doors, jumping in front of the small boy 
wrapping him in an embrace, a forcefield of protection, with the 
blonde's back turned to the man._ 

_"0h it's you, rainwater boy." The man said flatly with dismay. "HOW 
DARE YOU SPEAK TO ME LIKE THAT! MAY I REMIND YOU WHO THE HEAD OE THIS 
MANOR IS?!"_ 

_"Please, " the blonde said pleading, "Take me, don't- don't involve 
Luka . 

_"My, my, what a special case you are, how about I just use you 
both?" The man replied chuckling. Exposing merely all of his 
disgusting, cancer stricken, flabby skin, the man got up and got out 
of the bathtub, making hand signals to his butlers. They all bowed 
and nodded, the next thing the blonde knew the butlers had locked his 
arms and he was being carried to another room; The master bedroom. 

The blonde had then been chained and shackled to the wall. He jerked 
and twisted and turned, trying to slip his slender hands through the 
handcuffs or break free, but the only thing he gained from his 
efforts were bruised wrists. _ 

_The head of the Trancy household then appeared, jerking the small 
sunset haired boy behind him. "Josh, bring me the iron." The man 
commanded. A few seconds later a brunette butler appeared with a 
branding iron, the metal still glowing a fiery amber. At the end of 
the branding iron, a capital fancy cursive T lined the end, ready to 
be imprinted into something. The man let out maniacal laughter with a 
devilish smile on his face. "Now let's get you to cry and scream a 
little bit, it's always more fun when my dolls are in a little pain." 
He said starting to close in on Luka._ 

_The blonde kicked and yelled trying to break free so he could 
protect his younger brother, the only family he had left, but he 
couldn't do anything but helplessly watch. "Jim- Jim I'm scared, 
what's he gonna do to me?" Luka asked sniffling looking at his older 
brother hanging helplessly by his wrists. The man then kicked the 
sunset haired boy, causing Luka to fall to the floor, curling up and 
clutching his chest. The man's grin grew wider, with ample force and 
pressure, he slammed the branding iron onto the small boy's back, 
just below his hip bone. To further the boy's pain the old man rubbed 
the iron's handle in a twisting motion, causing the brand to be 
burned deeper into Luka's skin._ 

_The blonde couldn't stand the sound of his brother's ghastly cries 
and screams. Hearing his piercing screams almost made the blonde feel 
like he had been stabbed in the chest with an ice pick, he had failed 
himself and his parents. Their last dying breaths had whispered 
haggardly, 'Take good care of your brother. Protect him and raise him 
to be the man you know we would be proud of. We love you both, Luka 
and Jim. ' 



_Once again the blonde pulled and jerked, but succeeded to no avail. 
"STOP IT! HE'S A CHILD! CAN'T YOU SEE WHAT YOU'RE DOING IS WRONG?!" 
The blonde screamed watching his brother be mistreated and abused in 
horror 

Josh, " The old man said, lowering the hand that held the branding 
iron. "Unlock the shackles and bring me the blonde. Hang the other 
one up." The butler did as he commanded, and the blonde was now in 
handcuffs on his knees in front of the behemoth man. "I see you just 
couldn't wait your turn." The man said mockingly, clicking his 
tongue. The man then grabbed his wooden cane and began to beat the 
blonde repeatedly, with a little more force each time. Jim didn't 
care about the pain, or the bruises that would be left from the 
beating, he only cared about one thing; Luka. It was his duty as the 
eldest to protect his brother, Luka was all be had left, the thought 
of being left alone in this horrible disgusting world scared him to 
death. The man then carried the blonde over to the bed, his face 
flushed, he was practically drooling. The man then took a seductive 
hand, slowly tracing up the boy's thin slender leg, climbing higher 
until he reached his thighs. He snatched the ivy green bundle of 
cloth off of the boy, exposing him. The blonde curled up in 
embarrassment, pulling his arms and knees in close to him. The man 
then let out a chuckle and a giggle of amusement as he positioned his 
heavy body against the boy's, leaning overtop of him._ 

_The blonde let out small sobs, as tears stared to trail down his 
cheeks. "Lu- Luka don't watch! I don't want you to see me like this!" 
Jim sobbed looking up teary-eyed at his younger brother. The man then 
proceeded to sexually assault the blonde, touching him in places 
where the common hand didn't belong, slowly progressing to raping the 
blonde, draining every last drop of his innocence and 
purity ._ 

_Little did they notice, a candle had set fire to the nearby 
curtains, the flames quickly spreading, burning the wallpaper and the 
whole foundation of the room itself, everything engulfed in flames in 
a matter of minutes. In fear, the head of the Trancy household fled, 
trampling overtop of his butlers to escape, leaving only the two 
brothers alone in the blazing room that was sure to cave in any 
second. The blonde coughed and wheezed, the thick cloud of smoke 
making his breathing difficult. However he knew that it was only 
worse for his brother. He struggled and pulled trying to pry the 
shackles open to free Luka, but with his own hands still bound in 
chains, he couldn't do it. Einding it just a little too late, he 
found the keys to his handcuffs and the shackles sprawled across the 
floor. The blonde quickly fumbled to open his and to unlock his 
brother ' s ._ 

_The blonde held the young boy in his arms, shaking him. "Come on 
Luka wake up. We have to go!" The blonde gritted his teeth, his 
bottom lip quivering. "Pie- Please Luka wake up!" The boy cried in 
plea, tears streaming down his face as he shook the sunset haired 
boy. The blonde slowly put his ear to the boy's chest. His pupils 
dilated, his mouth hung open in fear. "No... No!" He sobbed, "Luka- 
Luka no- No you can't! You can't leave me alone! Please don't !"_ 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Alois' shrill screams pierced the air as he sat bolt upright in a 



cold sweat. Tears stained his face, his breathing was heavy and 
rapid. Alois slowly lifted his hand up to his mouth, his hand 
trembling as he done so. Nightmares. They'd all started after the 
death of Luka, becoming more and more frequent. "Luka I'm sorry I 
couldn't protect you." The blonde whispered in a whimper. <p> 

He couldn't remember the last time he'd had a normal dream. Sleeping 
pills were the only reason he were able to sleep, sleeping was 
another one of the fears that was bulleted on his list. Anytime he 
closed his eyes the horrid nightmares danced around his head, always 
consisting of the demons of his past, never letting him forget about 
the emotional pain that still lingered, the mistakes, the regret. He 
was forever to be plagued with insomnia. 

Once Alois had calmed himself down a little, he let out a large shaky 
breath, throwing his sheets off of him, sliding off the bed. He 
sighed and stood staring at himself in the full body mirror next to 
his dresser. Dark heavy semicircles hung under his eyes as usual, 
only bringing out the iciness of his light blue eyes even more. Alois 
then forced himself to look away from the mirror, away from his 
mesmerizing hypnotic blue eyes. 

He felt horrible, his head felt like it was going to spilt open, so 
he didn't bother throwing on his usual apparel. In it's stead he wore 
a loose plum hoodie that had the logo of a silver arachnid with a 
circle around it, the symbol of the Trancy household. However there 
were two things he would never do without; his long black knee high 
Prada boots and his trademark ebony booty shorts. He then lazily ran 
a comb through his hair, but the ends still stuck up in every which 
way, but he didn't care, he was sure Sebastian would probably do 
something about it, being the perfectionist he was. 

Alois yawned as he stepped out into the hallway, closing his bedroom 
door behind him. The halls were still somewhat dark and it was still 
relatively quiet, in fact the sun hadn't even risen yet. However, 
Alois could smell the sweet aroma of waffles with a slight whiff of 
eggs coming from downstairs in the kitchen, it made his mouth water. 
He hadn't eaten anything since yesterday morning, he was 
famished . 

He slowly headed down the hallway and started down the stairs. Not 
paying attention, he tripped over his feet and tumbled down the 
stairs, landing on his face with a thud. "Oww..." Alois muttered, 
rubbing his arms as he slowly picked himself up. 

Sebastian then peered his head around the corner, staring at the 
dazed blonde. Puzzled, Sebastian glanced at his watch. It was another 
two hours or so before he was supposed to wake up the two young 
earls. "Lord Trancy, what are you doing up at this hour? Claude 
informed me that you usually don't awaken until seven or eight 
A . M . " 

Alois stood up and brushed his clothes off. "That's not important. If 
you don't mind, I'd like to get some fresh air, so I'll be out in the 
garden." Alois said turning to head towards the back part of the 
mansion . 

"But Lord Trancy, the weather is still rather unpredictable, as it is 
indeed still raining." Sebastian said, stopping the young earl in his 
tracks . 



The blonde paused, putting the butler's words into term. He then 
turned towards the butler and shrugged. "Oh well, as long as I don't 
get any mud on my boots I don't care-" He said in a singsong way, 
spinning around and continuing on his merry way. 

Alois shivered as the chilly morning air brushed against his skin. It 
had been a lot colder than he'd expected. "The cold never bothered me 
anyway-" He sang in tune to the Frozen song. He cringed at the fact 
he'd just sang that, _Damn Frozen and it's catchy songs_, he thought 
to himself. Alois hated that movie, everybody was way too damn happy, 
and he wasn't pleased with it's ending either. Personally he thought 
that Anna should've died and everything should've ended in misery and 
despair like in real life. Alois sighed and ran a hand through his 
damp messy platinum blonde hair. 

Once again his foot caught on something and he stumbled and fell to 

the ground right into a large puddle of water, getting mud all over 

his clothes and his skin, but not a speck on his boots. "What the 
hell?!" He yelled infuriated as he looked around for what caused his 
fall. Once his eyes had glazed over it, his mouth hung open in 

disbelief, his pupils dilated. It was a faded off-white with a 

rounded dome on the top, but it slowly descended into sharp creases 
and edges, forming a jawline and a set of teeth. A human skull. But 
it was somewhat small, like that of a child's. Alois frantically 
looked around horrified, he quickly scooted himself backwards away 
from it, his heart rate rapidly increasing. 

"Jim you lied! You promised you'd protect me." A voice sneered 
contemptuously . 

Alois spun his head in every direction looking for the body that the 
familiar voice belonged to. "Who are you?!" Alois demanded, "And how 
do you know me?!" 

The voice gave a mocking laugh. "Do you not recognize your own dear 
brother? You're even more of a pitiful excuse than I thought. I'm not 
really sure why I ever looked up to you, why I ever sold my soul to a 
demon just for the sake of your happiness." 

"Luka?" Alois said in astonishment, "Where are you?" He called, 
spinning in a circle looking around for the sunset haired boy. 

"I'm dead Jim. It's all your fault. It's your fault Mom and Dad are 
dead too. You killed them. You killed all of us. You're the one who 
deserves to die Jim! You deserve to suffer in agony and misery just 
like me, just like Mom, just like Dad, and every innocent soul in 
that god damn town!" Luka's voice spat at the blonde in fury and 
rage. That's when the blonde looked down at his feet, and he noticed 
that it was the skull speaking, his brother's skull. 

Alois backed away from the skull, cupping his hands over his ears and 
squeezing his eyes shut tight. "Shut up! That's not my name! And 
you're not Luka! Luka would never say anything like that!" Alois 
screamed in denial. "It wasn't my fault..." Alois sputtered weakly, 

"I tried to save you... but it was too late and by then you 
were- " 


"Did you really care? Or was it because our parent's last dying words 
were for you to protect me? What happened to the glorious brother I 



used to have? You've dwindled past the point of no return, now you're 
just a clingy, whiny, selfish, arrogant bitch." 

"I tried! Do you think I don't have to live with the guilt?! It 
hurts. Everyday it gets harder and harder to keep getting up and 
faking a smile and being giggly and perky like everything's okay. But 
it's not!" Alois yelled feeling tears starting to form in his eyes. 
"The brutal truth is I'm alone. I'll always be alone. Everyone I've 
ever trusted, back stabbed me. And I can tell people are disgusted at 
the sight of me! They may put on a fake facade, smile and wave, but I 
hear the whispers, I hear the scoffs, I see the eye rolls, I see the 
disgust in their eyes. Honestly it probably would've been better if I 
were dead! Better if I'd of died after Mom gave birth to 
me ! " 

Suddenly the window flew open, a slate haired boy leaned against the 
windowsill, watching the blonde, as the chilled raindrops misted and 
condensed onto his face. The blonde seemed to be arguing with 
someone, but he saw no one. Maybe he was on the phone? Ciel squinted 
his eyes, for further inspection, but the blonde had his hands at his 
sides. "Trancy what the bloody hell are you doing?!" Ciel yelled, 
calling out to the blonde. 

Alois' body went stiff when he heard the bluenette ' s voice. Just 
exactly how long had Ciel been there? Alois slowly pivoted on one 
foot and turned so he were facing the mansion. "I... I was reminiscing 
and talking to ... someone . " 

"Well reminisce somewhere away from my residence, you're louder than 
flock of black crows. You even woke me up, because your bickering was 
so loud!" Ciel complained grumpily. 

"Oh! Ciel, were you aware that you have part of a severed skeleton?" 
Alois said morbidly, as he held the small skull he had been speaking 
to in his hands, holding it above his head so Ciel could see. 

"What the hell is he talking about?" Ciel muttered to himself. The 
bluenette sighed melodramatically, rolling his eyes as he facepalmed 
at the blonde's idiotic misconcept ion . "Trancy... That's a boulder 
you moron." He called. "_Not_ a skull," Ciel added. 

Alois' eyebrows arched down in confusion, he slowly lowered his hands 
and brought them to his chest. That bluenette didn't know what he was 
talking about, Alois thought as he started to look back at the object 
in his hands. He was dumbfounded when he found that Ciel had in fact 
been right, it was a boulder. It was smooth and rounded, pewter gray, 
and shiny. At one time the boulder had probably been under a running 
stream or river, causing erosion, much later, it's sediments forming 
another sedimentary rock in the future. 

"But- But- It was a skull not even more than a few seconds ago! It 
was even talking back to me!" Alois sputtered aloud in disbelief to 
himself. He couldn't of been hallucinating the whole time right? 

There was no way he'd imagined the whole thing. The blonde shook his 
head and threw the rock down, he refused to believe that he had been 
delusional and hallucinated the whole thing. He knew he'd seen a 
skull, and he'd heard his 'brother's' voice, regardless of what Ciel 
said . 


Alois rubbed his arms and shivered, a chill running up his spine 



through his entire body. The cold was starting to get to him. He 
tried to pull his sleeves down closer to his wrists, crumbling the 
ends of his sleeves in his hands trying to conserve his body 
heat . 

"01, Trancy, what ' re you doing anyways?" The bluenette called to the 
blonde from his windowsill. "If you stay out there for much longer in 
the rain you'll catch an illness. Considering I'll have to be within 
the same parameters as you, that means I'll end up infected 
too . " 

Alois sighed in disappointment, at first thinking maybe Ciel had 
grown a small dewdrop of affection towards him, being concerned about 
his wellbeing, but no, only concerned about circumstances that will 
affect him in a negative or positive way. "I'm fine. I'm just going 
for a jog . " 

"You're not fine. You're soaked, I'm not an idiot Trancy. Just from 
standing here my nightwear is already damp, and estimating from the 
darkened contrast to your hair color you've been out there for over 
half an hour, may I need mention you're shivering?" 

"Shut up! I am not!" Alois argued. "And I said it's fine, so leave me 
alone . " 

"Then why are you covered in filth? Oh wait, I think I know, you 
rolled around in a pen with pigs did you not?" Ciel retorted with a 
devious smirk trying to poke fun with the blonde. 

Alois rolled his eyes, and rubbed his forearm against his face in an 
attempt to clean some of the mud off, but instead just ended up 
further smearing the dirt across his face. 

Ciel snickered to himself, a pleased smile played across his lips. He 
then closed his window and slid the red velvet curtains closed, 
calling for his butler to come and dress him. As his butler undressed 
and redressed him, he couldn't help but think about the blonde. He 
loved teasing the blonde, and he loved his reactions. Like how he 
would always get flustered and start stuttering, how his bottom lip 
would protrude into a sulky pout. The bluenette sighed gleefully, 
grinning to himself. 

"Young Master, you seem to be in a good mood this morning. Anything 
that's to cause for this momentous occasion?" Sebastian asked as he 
carefully stuck the needle of Ciel ' s School's pin through the breast 
pocket of his master's uniform. Sebastian then leaned over the 
bluenette to grab the comb laying on the dresser, afterwards 
proceeding to comb through his master's slick shiny slate hair. 

Ciel cleared his throat, turning his head away from Sebastian to stop 
him from seeing the blush that covered his cheeks. "It's nothing." 
Ciel said, almost scoffing, trying to regain his stoic, calm and 
collected composure. 

"Oh?" Sebastian replied methodically with a playful edge in his 
voice. "Does it have anything to do with Alois Trancy?" He questioned 
with an eyebrow raised as he spun the comb between his fingers. 

The bluenette stifled his gasp of surprise, the Crimson eyed demon 
had hit the nail right on the head, as expected from Sebastian, his 



simply one hell of a butler. Ciel pursed his lips, then running his 
tongue over his dry cracked lips. He bowed his head downwards in 
defeat, his cheeks passionately burning red. Abruptly, the slate 
haired boy stood up out of his chair, snatching his eyepatch from his 
bedside and storming out of the room to avoid further interrogation 
from the butler. Sebastian smiled in amusement at his master's 
embarrassment, he'd never seen his master get flustered like that, 
even when Lady Elizabeth were around. 

Ciel gritted his teeth, crumbling the eyepatch in his palm. Why did 
the older giggly blonde make him blush? He was straight, and there 
was no 'coming out of the closet' , and further more he even had a 
girlfriend. He loved Lizzie, but not in an affectionate way, she'd 
never made him blush the way he had when he thought about the 
obnoxious blonde. He cared about her more in a protective way, more 
like a familial bond, rather than as a lover. Ciel sighed deeply and 
unclenched his fist, smoothing the crumbled eyepatch back out. He 
stared at it, thinking about how he had first met Trancy. He then 
shook his head furiously, getting rid of the profuse thoughts of the 
blonde that filled his head. 

He then made his way down the staircase, slowing to a stop when 
something small and shiny glinted in his eyes. Ciel bent down and 
took his fingers fishing around in the crevice between the stairs and 
the wall. He felt his fingers clasp around something cold and 
metallic, he slowly pulled it out and held it up for inspection. His 
fingers were wrapped around a gold chain, the end of the chain 
dwindled into a blue violet cone shape, and curled at the ends like 
petals, with thin golden rods poking out just outside the end of the 
cone with rounded sapphire beads at the tips. On the chain, two small 
silver buttons had carefully been drilled through, attached to the 
chain by small silver hooks. If Ciel remembered correctly, the flower 
pendent resembled a bluebell. He shrugged and shoved the coiled chain 
into his pocket. He knew that it wasn't his or Sebastian's, perhaps 
it was Mey-rin's? 

He then continued into the dining room, where the table was set with 
two silver platters set across from each other at the end of the 
table, one on either side. Ciel seated himself at his usual spot and 
casually lifted the lid off of the tray, clouds of steam arising as 
he done so. On the plate in front of him were scrambled eggs scooted 
off to a section of the plate, and two Belgian waffles, the top one 
having a large puff of whipped cream in the middle with chopped 
strawberries casually placed on top. He couldn't help but notice the 
careful delicate swirling pattern that had been carefully drizzled 
along the edges of the plate with syrup for finesse. He then glanced 
to his right, where the silver cutlery had been laid out and where a 
small gravy boat filled with thick sweet delectable syrup. _Not bad 
Sebastian_, he thought. He then placed the lid back over the platter, 
afterwards tying his eyepatch around his head, covering his contract 
that bound him to the demonic butler. 

However, something more riveting than eating plagued his mind. He 
wanted to know where the blonde had went. He didn't trust that 
delusional psychopath unsupervised on his property, and he honestly 
wasn't sure if he trusted him when he was in his sight. Ciel slipped 
on a jacket and pulled the hood over his head, slipping off his shoes 
and trading them for dark green rain boots. He let out a heavy breath 
and opened the door that lead to the garden. Still standing under the 
edge of the roof, he looked from left to right, but he saw no sign of 



the blonde, nor did he hear him, this worried the 
bluenette . 

"Trancy?" he called, cupping his hands around his mouth to make his 
voice louder. No reply. The bluenette felt his heart sink. He then 
slowly continued down the stone pathway, looking from side to side 
for Alois. He came to stop when he found footprints that had been 
sunken down into the mud. It was unmistakable, they were Trancy 's, 
the most distinct feature being the thick heel that sunk deeply into 
the dirt. Ciel called again, but still no response. He continued and 
followed the muddy tracks, which lead into dense woods. He kept 
feeling that tingly sensation that someone were watching him, it was 
probably Sebastian through the surveillance cameras, but he still 
didn't like it one bit. 

Suddenly the bluenette heard the crackle of leaves and the snap of a 
twig. His heart started racing, he quickly spun around in a circle. 

He didn't like the openness of the woods, how he were exposed at 
every angle, he felt like something lurking in the shadows could pop 
out of nowhere and swallow up his existence. 

Suddenly he felt something warm brush up against his ear, and 
something wrapping around his shoulders. "_Boo_. " Someone whispered 
eerily into Ciel ' s ear, their warm breath making the hair on his arms 
stand on end. Ciel slowly glanced over his shoulder, to find that the 
obnoxious blonde he had been looking for, now had his arms wrapped 
around him. Ciel let out a sigh of relief. 

Alois detached himself from the bluenette and stepped out beside him. 
"So what brings you out here? Were you worried about me Ciel?" The 
blonde teased, once again clinging to the slate haired boy. 

Ciel was glad that it was still dark out, otherwise Trancy might have 
noticed that he were blushing. "I wasn't worried about you." Ciel 
said coldly to the blonde, however he didn't really mind the extra 
warmth that came with the blonde when he clung against him. 

"I heard you calling my name. Multiple times. Weren't you at least a 
_little_ bit concerned about me?" Alois continued to pry. The 
bluenette only scoffed, and turned his head away from the blonde 
arrogantly. Alois giggled, "Oh, so _you were_ concerned." 

"I was not! Just come on let's go." Ciel said starting to get 
annoyed, wrapping his hand around the blonde's wrist and dragging him 
along behind him. He grimaced at the feeling of mud that caked onto 
his palms once he'd touched the blonde's skin. 

After walking in silence for a while with only the pounding raindrops 
and the whistle of the wind, Alois finally spoke up and said 
something. "Hey Ciel, I'm cold." The blonde then leaned into the 
bluenette, hoping to siphon any extra body heat Ciel had to offer. 
Ciel scrunched his eyes shut raising his shoulders in alarm. He was 
baffled at how wet and damp the blonde's clothing was. 

_No wonder he's cold_, Ciel thought. 

Ciel sighed, he needed Sebastian to come and get them, he knew that 
if he didn't get Alois out of the rain and out of those wet clothes 
soon, the blonde would surely catch pneumonia or contract 
hypothermia. Ciel quickly patted down his pockets, but he didn't have 



his phone on him, remembering that it had been laid on the nightstand 
next to his bed, where he had grabbed his eyepatch. "Damn it!" He 
mumbled under his breath. "Trancy, do you have your phone on 
you? " 

"Mmm..." Alois dug through his pockets, fishing through all the odds 
and ends. "...No, I'm pretty sure I left it in my coat pocket." The 
blonde said dejectedly. 

"Damn it!" Ciel yelled in frustration. They were lost, he didn't know 
where they were. He thought he had known where they had come from, 
but now he was positive he had just drove them deeper into the woods, 
getting them even farther away from the mansion. 

Alois leaned his back against the trunk of a tree with his arms 
crossed. "We're lost, aren't we?" Alois said sighing. 

Ciel hated admitting he were wrong, but the blonde was right. 

" . . . Yeah. " 

"Oh well. I don't mind being lost in the woods, as long as it's with 
you." Alois said thoughtfully to the bluenette. Ciel was intrigued by 
Alois' comment, causing him to lose his poker face for a few brief 
seconds. Alois smirked deviously, he thought it was cute when Ciel 
lost his composure, and let an emotion or two slip out. "Hey Ciel, 
what would you do if I told you I thought that I might be coming down 
with hypothermia?" The blonde asked hypothetically, raising his 
eyebrows, curious of the bluenette ' s reaction. 

"Don't even joke about that!" Ciel yelled at the blonde furiously. 
"That's a serious condition that you could die from you know!" 

Alois grinned and narrowed his eyes, his icy eyes burning daggers 
into Ciel's. "That's a peculiar thing coming from someone who 
attempted to murder me." Alois said with a snarky tone. "Besides, 
maybe it wouldn't be such a bad thing if I did get hypothermia." He 
added, as he started to lift his shirt over his head, revealing his 
stomach. Alois then flung the remainder of his hoodie off and onto 
the ground, rendering him shirtless. He then slowly slid down the 
trunk of the tree, sitting along its base, his back pressed against 
the rough bark. He then pulled his knees in close to him, burying his 
head in them. "Then maybe all this pain would stop." 

Ciel couldn't help but pity the other earl. He also noticed the 
careful delicate stitches that lined the blonde's chest, the area 
where he had ran a blade completely through the other earl. He felt a 
pang of guilt pinch tightly in his chest. He also took notice of all 
blackish-blue bruises that lined the other boy's arms and the faded 
white scars that lined his chest, there was even a fancy capital 
cursive T branded into the blonde's back, just between his shoulder 
blades . 

The blonde then suddenly got up, and hung overtop of the bluenette, 
draping his arms around his shoulders. Alois then whispered 
seductively into Ciel's ear, "You know it'll probably be a while 
before Sebastian comes and finds us, so pity me and indulge in some 
fun, entertain me. Don't worry, no one will have to know what 
happens, what happens here and now in these woods, will stay in these 
woods." Alois then gently caressed Ciel's cheek. 



The blood quickly rushed to Ciel ' s cheeks, his heart skipping a few 
beats, _What the hell is Trancy thinking? !_ "Tr- Trancy what-What the 
hell are talking about?!" Ciel stuttered nervously, as the blonde had 
caught him off guard. "Are you suggesting that we-" 

"Young master, is our guest pestering you?" Sebastian asked, suddenly 
appearing out of nowhere, his demonic eyes glowing and sending 
aggressive glares towards the blonde. "Or did I just misinterpret the 
situation, and interrupt something between the two of you?" 

"Urn- Urn no Sebastian it isn't what it looks like! There was nothing 
going on, you weren't interrupting anything, in fact we actually 
needed your assistance to return back to the mansion." Ciel said 
quickly throwing his hands up, desperately hoping Sebastian couldn't 
see the blush that covered his cheeks, something he was sure the 
butler would tease him for later. 

Alois scowled and glared at the butler, crossing his arms and pouting 
childishly. "And we were just getting to the fun part." Alois mumbled 
under his breath disappointedly. He then let out an overdramatic sigh 
as he bent down and picked his hoodie up off the ground. 

Upon reaching the manor, Alois felt a sharp contraction in his chest 
that brought a sharp pain, making him feel like his insides were 
being ripped out, the sensation reverberating around his ribcage. 
There was that sensation again, Alois had grown familiar to it, but 
each time it happened it was always longer and more painful. _Claude 
why do you want to get rid of me?_, Alois thought solemnly. He were 
behind Ciel and Sebastian, so he figured that neither of them would 
probably take notice if he slowed his pace a bit. The blonde's 
breathing had become shallow and heavy, and he had slowly started to 
lag behind the other two. He kept a sprawled hand at his chest, in 
hopes to soothe the excruciating pain. Then it was gone, then pain 
had subsided, and everything felt normal once again. "Claude please 
don't reject me, I need you, you promised." Alois murmured quietly to 
himself . 

Once inside the manor, Ciel was escorted into the dining room, and 
the blonde was ushered into his bedroom by Sebastian. "Lord Trancy, 
I'm sure Claude informed you, but today you'll start attending St. 
Augustine, a prestigious all boys academy. St. Augustine educates the 
highest of the high, and wealthiest of the wealthy, therefore your 
attire and current appearance are not suitable for their standards." 
Sebastian said as he pulled out a navy blue St. Augustine uniform 
like Ciel had been wearing. The butler then took a damp wash cloth 
and scraped down all of the caked mud off of the blonde's skin, 
briefly pausing upon seeing the blonde's stitches. Momentarily 
though, Sebastian continued, and rubbed down the wound, causing the 
blonde to wince in pain. Proceeding, he then ran a comb through the 
blonde's tangled wind-tackled hair, parting his platinum blonde bangs 
to the right. Sebastian noted that Alois' hair felt different from 
his master's, the blonde's hair was much softer and silkier and 
bouncy unlike his master's, reminding him of a kitten's soft silky 
fur. Oh how Sebastian loved cats. Getting carried away, Sebastian 
began to stroke the blonde's hair, imagining he were petting a cat, 
chuckling happily to himself. Sebastian jumped at the opportunity, it 
wasn't everyday he got to pet cats since his master were allergic to 
them, and the young earl's hair was similar enough that he were 
content . 



Alois scowled, his eyes narrowing, the more Sebastian stroked his 
hair, the more agitated he got. His tolerance then snapped, and he 
got up from his chair, smacking Sebastian's hands away, causing the 
butler's expression of pure bliss to disappear. "Sebastian why the 
hell were you stroking my hair?!" Alois yelled exasperated. "I'm not 
a fucking a cat you know! Go grow your own fucking cat 
ears . " 

Sebastian cleared his throat, and regained his formal posture. "My 
apologies Lord Trancy." 

Alois then snatched the comb out of Sebastian's hand. "And you didn't 
even part my hair correctly, the bangs are supposed to be on the 
left! How incompetent are you?" Alois spat coldly with dismay, as he 
rearranged his hair delicately. 

Alois then slammed the comb onto the vanity, scoffing at Sebastian. 
The blonde then strutted arrogantly down to the dining room, joining 
Earl Phantomhive. Seating himself at the opposite end of the table, 
Alois lifted the lid off of the silver platter that lie in front of 
him. He grimaced in disgust at the food that lined the tray. He 
gingerly grabbed a fork and began poking the scrambled eggs, which 
eventually led to stabbing them and slashing them into 
pieces . 

"Sebastian what is this?! Claude should've told you!" Alois yelled at 
the butler as he shoved the plate off the table, causing it to 
shatter and send glass shards and food all over the floor. "I only 
eat my eggs sunny-side up." Alois stated coldly, crossing his 
arms . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Ciel sat with his elbow propped up on the desk, propping his head 
up with his hand as he stared blankly out the window. <em>School ' s 
pointless<em>, Ciel thought to himself, ignoring his rambunctious 
classmates. _I have to waste hours of my life 'learning' pointless 
stuff that I already know, or don't need. I could be using this time 
to complete paperwork or come up with new toys for the Funtom 
Corporat ion_, Ciel thought gloomily. 

Suddenly his ears pricked up when he heard one of the guys sitting 
next to him mention a new student. "I heard we're getting a new 
student today, his name's Louis or Alek or something like that. I 
heard rumors that he's another one of the queen's followers like 
Phantomhive, and he's like super feminine or something." 

_Alois_, Ciel corrected them internally. "He's not _that_ 
feminine..." He grumbled under his breath. 

"Okay, settle down class!" Called Mr. HayesaC" Ciel ' s homeroom 
teachera€"waving one hand in the air, with fingers in his mouth 
whistling an eardrum shattering whistle, instantly silencing the room 
in a matter of seconds. "Gentleman, today we have a new student 
joining amongst our ranks and assimilating into our prestigious 
student body. So welcome him with open arms, Earl Alois Trancy." Mr. 
Hayes introduced, his hands gesturing towards the door. 


Outside the door you could hear two muffled voices arguing, one was 
incoherent, but the other was very distinct, and annoying, one that 



Ciel recognized. 


"What'd you call me you cunt?!" The distinct voice yelled infuriated, 
their voice just barely carrying through the door for the whole class 
to hear. 

Mr. Hayes cleared his throat and readjusted his tie, hesitantly 
reaching for the metal door handle and turning it. Before Mr. Hayes 
even had the chance to say anything, or get the door even all the way 
open, an obnoxious blonde strutted in, a confident smirk on his 
face . 

"Alois Trancy, " the blonde said bowing. "Pleased to make your 
acquaintance . " He said with a small grin, revealing his white pearly 
teeth. With the heels of his boots clacking loudly against the ivory 
marble tiles, and without consult of the teacher, Alois made his way 
through the rows and columns of the desks, seating himself at the 
empty desk next to Ciel. 

"But sir isn't that Kainen's seat?" A boy with dark brown hair and 
leaf green eyes said standing up pointing at Alois with his eyes 
narrowed . 

_But sir isn't that Kainen's seat_, Alois mouthed back mockingly at 
the boy, suppressing a laugh. The boy's expression fell to a scowl, 
his broad shoulders tensed and his clenched fist fell to his side, 
causing his whole hand to tremble. Alois smirked in triumph, getting 
under people's skin was so easy. 

"Ryder Alestoir, take your seat." Commanded Hayes. "Kainen usually 
doesn't show up for class in the first place, so until Maddox does 
show up for class, Trancy is fine." 

Suddenly a tall muscular crimson haired boy burst through the door 
panting, his electric blue eyes boiling to the brim with anger. "YOU 
LITTLE BLONDE CUNT! YOU HAVE THE AUDACITY TO STAND UP TO ME, KAINEN 
MADDOX, YOU LITTLE SHIT!" he yelled infuriated, his nostrils flaring 
and his massive fists clenched so tightly it looked like a blood 
vessel in his arm would burst. 

Alois scoffed. So what? All he did was call the belligerent idiot 
rumplef oreskin, after the moronic imbecile had blatantly called him a 
' f uckboy ' . Alois wasn't the type to back down from a direct insult, 
and he sure as hell wasn't going to just ignore it. Alois stood up, 
grinning at the behemoth, slowly stepping closer to him, ready to 
attack his prey and devour the annoying maggot, entrancing the 
crimson haired boy, ensnaring him in the spider's web. However 
though, Alois did feel slightly intimidated, considering that Kainen 
was almost a head taller than than he was and was at least three 
times broader than the blonde. 

"Both of you stop it! You're disrupting my class, and frankly St. 
Augustine can't afford to be sued because of another student with a 
black eye." Mr. Hayes interjected, grabbing the collar of Kainen's 
blazer, holding him back. "Maddox, if my memory serves, you just got 
out of suspension less than than a week ago, so if you don't settle 
down and dispose of that foul language. I'll send you back to the 
principal to return you there, do I make myself clear?" He said 
sternly, releasing his grip on the boy's collar. 



Reluctantly, Kainen replied bowing his head, "Yes sir." 

"As for you Trancy, I don't know what's going on between you and 
Maddox, but you need to resolve this issue of yours after school 
hours, and not in the middle of my history class." 
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Alois rolled his eyes, this was his first time attending school, and 
so far he wasn't impressed by it. Every class was so agonizingly slow 
and boring. Somehow he'd managed to squeeze through every class, and 
this was his last one of the day. It took every ounce of his 
concentrat ion to not fall asleep, which was remarkable considering 
how much he hated sleeping. So to keep himself occupied, he doodled 
grotesque angsty drawings that helped him combat the bottled feeling 
of anger that passionately shook his soul like earthquakes that 
traversed the whole planet. 

Red, oh how Alois loved the color red. He neatly colored over the 
freshly drawn guts that hung out out of an inked-in Claude, a look of 
devastation upon the sketched butler's face. Intestines strung out 
across the paper, coated in red, squashed organs splattering their 
essence onto the blankness of the page, and best of all Claude's dead 
mortified expression forever trapped in Alois' sick enchantment, 
forever enthralled in the blonde's morbid imagination and insanity. 
The blonde giggled quietly to himself, _Who will help you now Claude? 
Looks like you're dying_, he thought to himself a widening morbid 
grin stretching across his lips. Alois then jabbed the color pencil 
point into the wound he'd drawn, twisting it, and repeatedly stabbing 
the paper until the point on his pencil had broke. 

* *_Criiing~_* * Alois instantly stood up at the call of the bell, and 
carelessly shoved his drawing into his backpack, slinging a strap 
over one of his shoulders, not hesitating to leave. 

As he made his way through the hallways to his dorm, there was a 
strong tug on the handle of his backpack, jerking him backwards. 

"What the hell do you think you're-" Alois started yelling as he 
turned around, but came to an abrupt stop when his face was met with 
electric blue eyes. 

"Oi fuckboy. Bathroom. Now." Kainen ordered, narrowing his eyes, his 
eyebrows arched downwards in a sharp slant. Unwillingly, Alois done 
as the crimson haired boy had asked. The next thing he knew, he had 
been cornered by Kainen and the green-eyed boy from earlier, Ryder, 
with his back pressed up against the wall as the two preceded to 
close in on him. 

"Now, you little shit, how about I beat the shit out of you so you 
learn your place in this hierarchy _fuckboy_?" Kainen threatened, as 
he threw a punch at the blonde. Catching Alois off guard, the other 
boy's fist impacted dead onto the blonde's left eye. His head jerking 
backwards from the impact, Alois' hand instantly flew to his eye that 
throbbed with every pounding heartbeat . Kainen then threw a few more 
punches at the blonde, striking him with more force each time. The 
crimson haired boy's elbow making direct contact with the blonde's 
halfway open wound multiple times. 


Alois coughed up and spat up blood, his heart slamming against his 
ribcage, his lungs burning like hell itself had set fire to to his 



bloody and bruised carcass. Ryder then began to assist Kainen, 
throwing more punches at the blonde, eventually bringing him to the 
ground, curling up and writhing in agony. They then proceeded to kick 
his beaten body after he were down, laughing and taunting the blonde 
as they done so. 

Each ragged breath Alois huffed out burned his insides, his skin 
throbbed with every movement he made. His left eye had already begun 
to swell shut, and black spots had already begun to invade the vision 
in his right eye. Agonizingly, the blonde pulled himself up to a 
standing position, heavily leaning against the wall, a hand at his 
reopened wound. He could feel the warm blood gushing out of his body, 
soaking through his uniform, every surge making him wince and grit 
his teeth in pain. Hacking up more blood, Alois lunged at the 
brunette, knocking him to the ground. The brunette pinned underneath 
him, Alois beat him senseless while Kainen continued to attack him 
and attempt to push him off of his friend. But Alois held his ground, 
punching the boy in the face with as much force as he could bear, 
jabbing his ribcage with his sharp bony elbows. The blonde sprawled 
his fingers out and scratched the boy's face with his fingernails 
until it drew blood. He then flopped all of his weight down onto 
Ryder's chest, knocking the breath out of him and causing him to cry 
out in pain, hacking up the thick sticky scarlet liquid. 

Kainen then shoved the blonde off of his friend desperately, knocking 
Alois to the ground. Enraged, Kainen charged at Alois, tackling him 
to the mocha brown tile floor, but in the process, the blonde took 
his fingernails and slashed across the crimson haired boy's eye, 
slicing into his retina. Kainen fell backwards in surprise, so with 
this, Alois took the opportunity and struck. He lunged and pinned the 
brute down, one hand pressed tightly against the crimson haired boy's 
windpipe just barely keeping from crushing it, the other one slamming 
hits onto the brute's body. As a finishing blow, the blonde took his 
middle and index finger and jabbed them into Kainen 's eye socket, 
twisting them and digging his fingers deeper into the boy's electric 
blue eye until it bled garnet and seeped out of his eye socket, 
gouging his eye out like he had Hannah's, like a punch bowl 
overflowing and seeping _fruit punch_ everywhere. Kainen 's shrill 
cries of agony echoed and ricocheted off the bathroom walls, 
reverberating throughout the halls and ringing throughout the whole 
school building. In horror, Kainen pushed the psychotic blonde off of 
him, stumbling backwards away from him. 

Alois broke into a fit of maniacal laughter, standing up and walking 
closer to the crimson haired boy, his body twitching as he 
laughed . 

"No! Stay away from me you freak!" Kainen yelled, throwing his hands 
up in defense. But the blonde ignored him, and continued to stagger 
towards him, his morbid grin growing wider. 

Suddenly Ryder sprung back to his feet, and had Alois wrapped in a 
chokehold. "Kain- Kainen! Are you alright?! What the hell did he do 
to you?!" Ryder called concerned. 

Slowly, Kainen brought himself to his feet, and approached the 
blonde, a stiffness in his walk. "Listen here fuckboy, I don't know 
what the hell you are, but you're dead! I will personally make sure 
that I kill you with my own two hands and that you-" 



Alois then quickly rammed Ryder into a wall, making him releasing his 
throat. Panting, the blonde then reached into his pant's pockets, 
pulling out two twin pistols, pointing them both at his attackers, 
his index fingers ready to pull the triggers. 

"Whoa! Hold up man! Those are guns!" Ryder exclaimed holding his 
hands up in defeat. 

"And I'm not afraid to pull the trigger." Alois said sternly, 
narrowing his eyes. 

Kainen chuckled, "Like hell you are. You're all show, there's no 
fucking way you'll pull the damn trigger!" 

"You know, I'm tired of your piss poor attitude, mentally, 
physically, emotionally. Show me some respect. Do you- Do you have 
any? I swear it's like you don't care about anybody but yourself. I 
swear you do it to piss me off! Tsk, what a shame. You do don't 
you? ! " 

Without hesitation, Alois let his finger slip down on the trigger, 
lodging a bullet in the crimson haired boy's leg. Kainen cried out in 
pain, exhaling in rapid ragged breaths. Alois then readjusted his aim 
to Kainen 's head, ready to fire. Suddenly he was knocked to the 
ground, and the pistols were snatched out of his hands. 

"Trancy! What the hell is wrong with you?!" Ciel yelled wide eyed. 
"You were about to kill somebody!" 

Alois lowered his tension, and relaxed his muscles, once he 
recognized the voice. He wanted to tell the bluenette why, but he 
couldn't help but break into another fit of laughter, he'd finally 
found a good card in his deck, one to play against Life, one that 
would wreak havoc and chaos and misfortune upon some of Life's 
favored. "Just you wait Life, I have a few more wild cards up my 
sleeve!" Alois chuckled maniacally. 
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><pxem>"Today at the prestigious St. Augustine all boy's school, a 
tragic misfortunate event occurred between three students. The three 
engaged in a violent fight, critically wounding two of them, leaving 
one chronically injured for the rest of his life. At the scene, his 
right eye had been found to be gouged out, along with a silver bullet 
being shot straight through his right leg. However the two victims 
have been air-lifted to a nearby hospital and are currently being 
treated there. Police are still in search of the perpetrator as of 
now. If you have any useful information about the perpetrator or what 
happened during this tragic event, please call this number." The tv 
blared . <em> 

"Ciel turn it off. I don't want to hear it." Alois said dejectedly, 
as he stood in the shower and rinsed off all of the blood that soaked 
onto and coated his skin. He scrubbed over the dried caked blood, 
wincing upon rubbing over the tender bruises. 

"Trancy, be honest with me. Why the bloody hell did you attack Maddox 
and Alestoir for no reason? ! " Ciel questioned furiously as he turned 
the news off. 



Alois sighed. "I _didn't_ attack them for no reason! I was the 
_victim_ here, and I only acted in self defense." 

"Trancy you're awful damn lucky that I didn't turn you in to the 
authorities." Ciel said sighing dramatically, as he sprawled out on 
top of his bed. 

Suddenly the sound of the running shower stopped, and Alois opened 
the door, a cloud of steam seeping out into the room. The blonde 
limped out into the bedroom shirtless, clutching his wound that was 
still guzzling out blood, the thick liquid seeping through his 
fingers, wearing nothing more than his shorts. With ragged breaths he 
panted, "See Ciel, I'm the victim here, see? See I'm- I'm bleeding. 

Look Ciel! Look at me! I'm die- I'm dyin-" The blonde then collapsed 

onto the floor from blood loss. 

Ciel then suddenly sat up. "Trancy? Trancy?! Trancy!" He quickly 

jumped to his feet and shook the blonde, but he were unresponsive, 

his breathing ragged and shallow, his heartbeat becoming more and 
more faint by the minute. "Shit!" Ciel cursed aloud. He then quickly 
pulled out his phone and dialed for Sebastian. 

"Yes Young Master?" Sebastian answered on the second 
ring . 

"Something's happened to Alois! I think his stab wound reopened and 
he must've lost a lot blood because he's unconscious and unresponsive 
now, Sebastian what am I supposed to do?!" 

"Ah... I see Young Master." Sebastian said deep in thought. "I'll 
contact Claude Faustus right away. Meanwhile, try to find something 
to stop the bleeding. I'm contacting Hannah Annafellows and Claude 
Faustus right now, they'll be there momentarily to help treat Lord 
Trancy . " 

"Bu- But Sebastian wouldn't it just be faster to call an ambulance?!" 
Ciel stuttered. 

The butler paused. "No need to worry my lord, I assure you, waiting 
for Claude Faustus is the best medical course of action for Lord 
Trancy, besides Claude is his demonic butler, therefore he is 
physically bound to come. Unless killed by one's hands who's bound in 
the contract, a demon dies along with their human counterpart if 
their death isn't caused by themselves or a naturally scheduled death 
by the reapers, and vice versa." Sebastian explained, hanging up 
shortly after. 

Ciel let out a shaky breath, looking down at his rival that he were 
holding in his arms, "Claude where are you?" Ciel asked aloud to 
himself drearily, with anxiety and suspense eating away at his 
insides in concern for Alois. 
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><pXstrong>AN : Thanks for reading! It'll probably be a while before 
I can get the next chapter up because I really need to start focusing 
on school since I have a lot of upcoming tests and final exams. Okay, 
now I have a bonus question for you guys. When Alois says _"You know, 
I'm tired of your piss poor attitude, mentally, physically, 
emotionally. Show me some respect. Do you- Do you have any? I swear 



it's like you don't care about anybody but yourself. I swear you do 
it to piss me off! Tsk, what a shame. You do don't you? ! "_ , I was 
quoting lyrics from a cover of an anime opening done by Ama Lee (It's 
not from Black Butler, and the cover video can be found on YouTube) , 
if you can tell me what anime this came from I'll give you... I'll 
give you a virtual cooki- No. Cookies are over-rated. If you can find 
out the anime. I'll give you a virtual cheesecake :D. Anyways, I'd 
love to hear what you thought about this chapter, so please review, 
any feedback is always 
appreciated. ** 

* *-The~Candy~Craving~Demon* * 


End 
f lie . 



